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The New Kid With The Secret 


Author's Notes: 

A/N-This will all be in Ville\'s PON. unless stated. 

A/N 2- Right, | know this sucks, but | didn\'t really know where to end it. It will be a couple of chapters long 
and some things may confuse you, but I\'m trying my best. 


PS. this is also on my quotev under the same name. 


| sigh as | walk up the steps to my new school. Blackview Academy, the name suits it well if I'm being honest: 
The building itself varies in shades of black and grey, whilst the surrounding areas is mainly woodland and sky. 
Luckily, the art department seems to be colourful. Nervousness washes over me for multiple reasons -being 
the new kid has never went well for me. | tug one last time at the blazer of the uniform and open the door to 
the school. | look around briefly, noting how quiet it is, before my eye catches the sign for the reception The 


woman behind the desk looks up at me as | come near, and gives me a once over. 


"You look too old for here," she says, quite flirtatiously, "I assume you're the new student then?" 

"You assumed correctly," | reply, my accent coming out thick, "And thank you, but | really am 19. Schools in 
Finland run differently.” * 

"Well you look almost 22, if you don't mind me saying," she says sheepishly, and still flirtatiously. 

| highly doubt that," | say, quite sharply, "here are my forms." 

| hand her my forms and look around once she hands them back. She points down the hallway and | walk away, 
shaking my head slightly. | easily find the headmaster's room and pause outside it to collect myself, before 
knocking on the door. 


"Come in," | hear. 


| open the door, and nervously walk in, closing the door behind me. He motions me to sit down in the chair in 


front of his desk and | do so, not wanting to get on his bad side already. 


"Valo, Ville," he says, reading through my forms that where sent to the school already, "This is your 4th 
school in the past 2 years." 


‘It's pronounced Villa, sir" | politely correct him, "Yes, well bullying was a large problem at my other schools." 
"I see," he replies thoughtfully, "Well that shouldn't be a problem here." 
| hope not," | reply and cross my legs. 


"Well here is your dorm room key," he says and hands it to me, "I'll get a student to show you where it is. It's 


just beside some of our other Finnish students, so | assume you'll get on well” 
"Maybe," | reply and pocket the key, "What is your art department like?" 


"Grand, and full of art utensils as well as musical instruments," he explains, before pressing a button on the 


PA system, "Could Brandon Margera come to the headmasters office right away?" 

‘Brilliant; | think, ‘meeting a new student already: The room goes silent as we wait for this ‘Brandon’ person 

The headmaster looks uncomfortable, as if questioning himself as to why he asked that person here, whilst | 
run a hand through my short hair trying to calm myself down. Suddenly the door bursts open and a boy is 

standing there, out of breath and red faced. 

"What ever you think | did, it wasn't me!" he shouts at the headmaster. 


| chuckle at his reaction, instantly able to tell this person is a troublemaker. 


"Brandon, this is Villa," he says, pronouncing my name properly, "The new student, could you show him around 
the school, and let him know the routine." 


| stand and hold out my hand, "Pleasure," | say, my accent becoming heavy as | stand in front of this 


American. 

He shakes my hand with a wide grin. "Call me Bam," he says, "No one ever calls me Brandon" 

| nod and the headmaster hands me my timetable just as he ushers ‘Bam’ out of the room, as if afraid he 
would set something on fire. We walk down a hallway, towards the stairs | passed earlier, before walking up 
them. ‘Bam' is quite quiet and has a look of thinking on his face, one | do not wish to wipe off his face as | 
don't want to talk to him. 

"So, Villa?" he says eventually, "Where you from?" 

"Finland," | reply with a sigh. 

"Awesome, I've never been there before," he admits, "So what do you do for fun?" 

"| write music," | reply, and walk slightly faster, "and sometimes paint.” 

"What about skateboarding?" he asks. 

"Never tried it," | reply, "Why are you so interested in me?" 

"Wanted to know whether or not you are cool," he replies calmly, "Oh and if you're gay." 

"Why?" | ask instantly. 

‘Cause my friends and | don't like gays," he replies. 

Shit... | think. "Right... Well I'm as straight as a post" 

He grins and stops outside my room. "Here we are," he says, "Well I'll come get you in half an hour for dinner.” 
| nod and open the door before walking into the room with a sigh. | look up and notice the room, is actually 4 
rooms: 2 bedrooms, a kitchen and a bathroom. ‘Lovely,’ | think with a smile, and walk on in. | hear movement 
from one of the rooms and turn my head to see a man with slightly longer than shoulder length brown hair 
walk out of the kitchen, holding a sheets of paper. 


"New guy?" he asks. 


"Yeah, I'm Ville Valo," | reply and hold out a hand. 


"You can call me Burton," he says with a smile, whilst shaking my hand. 

"Are you a musician?" | ask. 

"Yeah, | play piano," he replies, then a glint appears in his eyes, "Do you?" 

| nod. "I play piano, guitar, bass, drums and | sing," | reply. 

"Would you like to be in a band?" he asks. 

"Uhh... sure," | say after a moment of thought, "If that's ok with everyone else of course.” 
"Should be," he says with a smile, "So can | ask you a question?" 

"Sure, go ahead," | reply with a smile. 

"Why did you come here?" he asks. 

"I had to leave my other 3 schools," | say, quietly. 

“Bullied or expelled?" 

"Bullied." 

"Well you won't get bullied here unless you're ga-" 

My face gives it all away and he looks at me in concern. He starts to pace and | raise an eyebrow. 
"What?" | ask 


"Dont tell anyone else that you're gay," he says hurriedly, "You can tell the other members, but not Bam or 
any of his friends." 


| nod and walk into what | assume to be my room and set down my bag. | smile upon seeing my stuff here and 
lift up my guitar case. | notice Burton standing in the doorway and | lift a pen, some music sheets and smile at 
him before walking out of the room. He follows and we start to head down to the dinning hall, when | hear Bam 


call my name. | turn my head and smile at him, whilst as Burton walks on. 


(#1 realize schools don't work differently, but it was just to get the age difference to work) 


He can sing? 

"Hey Bam," | say as he comes closer. 

"Hey, | thought you where going to wait for me," he says. 

"Sorry, but | was talking to Burton and we ended up leaving at the same time,” | explain 

"Oh | see," he says and looks at what is in my hands, "You're a musician?" 

"Yeah, maybe I'll play something for you in a litle while," | answer and start to walk to the dinning hall. 
"Looking forward to it," he says and walks alongside me. 

The walk is mainly filled with him talking about teachers, students and some of the rules of the school. | nod 
my head now and again, just to let him know I'm listening, but in reality lm just trying to stop myself from 
blurting out something that could end badly. We enter into the dinning hall and | hear him shout to some of his 
friends as we walk over to them. | look around and spot Burton sitting with some others. They wave to me and 
| politely wave back, just as Bam introduces me. 

"Guys, this is Ville," he says and pushes me forward, 

"Hello," | say and smile at each of them. 

"This is Dico, Raab, Novak, Wee Man, Ryan and Johnny," he says, pointing to each in turn. 

"Hey, Ville," Ryan says, "Nice to meet ya. Your first day?" 

| nod and smile, as | sit down 

"Rad, | hope you like it here," Bam says. 

"What age are you Ville?" Johnny asks. 

9," | say briefly, "Schools in Finland work different from here. We don't start until 2 years after you do." 
"Awesome," Ryan says. 


"Hermanni?" | hear a familliar voice say and | turn my head to see who it is. 


"Aaron?" | say, my voice full of surprise. 


"You know each other?" Novak asks. 

"Yeah, my brother was best friends with his brother," | explain 
"You haven't changed at all Ville," Jonne Aaron says with a smile. 
"And neither have you," | reply. 

"Still singing then?" he asks. 

‘OF course, and you?" 

"Yeah, | have started a band too. It's called Negative." 


"Wait hold on a minute. If you know the gay guy couse of your brother," Bam says, "Then how are you such 
good friends?" 


"Similar interests," | say, turning my head to look at Bam before looking back at Jorne, "You're gay?" 
He laughs and smiles, "And you're not?" 

| blush deeply and laugh. "No. That was just a phase Jonne." 

"Really?" he asks sarcastically, "Then why the eyeliner and nailpolish?" 

"That doesn't make me gay Jonne," | say absentmindedly, "You know what makes someone gay." 

He smirks, about to say something, but Bam beats him to it. "Will you sing for us Ville?" 

"How about both of us?" | ask, mainly to Jonne. 


Jonne shrugs and lifts a cup, nudging another towards me. | smile and wait for Jonne to start tapping out the 


beat. | close my eyes and take a deep breath before | start to sing. 


‘Ive got my ticket for the long way ‘round/ Two bottle whiskey for the way/ And | sure would like some 
sweet company/ And l'm leaving tomorrow what-do-you say?/ When I'm gone, when I'm gone/ You're gonna 
miss me when l'm gone/ You're gonna miss me by my hair/ You're gonna miss me everywhere, oh/ You're 


gonna miss me when l'm gone" 
When | finish | tap out the same beat Jonne did and wait for him to start to sing. 


‘Ive got my ticket for the long way ‘round/ The one with the prettiest of views/ It's got mountains, its got 
rivers/ Its got sights to give you shivers/ But it sure would be prettier with you/ When I'm gone, when I'm 


gone/ You're gonna miss me when l'm gone/ You're gonna miss me by my walk/ You're gonna miss me by my 
talk, oh/ You're gonna miss me when l'm gone" 


Everyone claps when we finish singing and | smile at him. Jonne smiles at me fondly and hugs me, placing a kiss 
upon my cheek and | tap his shoulder, in our way for ‘not-now' and he walks off. Everyone looks at me with 
wide eyes, either at the fact that | didn't react to the kiss upon my cheek or my singing. | smile and stand up 
before walking off to get an apple. | hear footsteps behind me and | turn my head slightly to see Bam. 

"You sing really well," he comments. 

"Thanks, but that wasn't my own song," | reply. 

"I know," he says with a slight chuckle, "My ex made me watch the film that was in" 

"Sure, made you," | say jokingly, and laugh when he looks unimpressed, "I'm joking Bammie, think nothing of it" 


"Bammie®" he asks, "And why did you let him kiss you?" 


| shrug to the first part and sigh at the second. "He was always like that when he was younger," | explain, “and, 


since I'm older than both of you, | realise that making a scene in the middle of dinner would be rude." 
"But we always make a scene at dinner," he whines, pouting slightly. 


"Tough," | say and smile, "If you want, once | get the music sorted and check with the others, you can listen to 


us practise sometime soon?" 

"Sounds rad Ville," he replies and smiles widely. 

"Good," | say and lift an apple, "I'm going to go sit with the others. We need to talk about music." 

"Oh..ok," Bam says and smiles slightly. 

"Ill see you later then," | say and walk away to the table where Burton and the others are at. 

-Bam's POV (cause it's relevant)- 

| sigh when he walks away, confused as to why | am feeling this way. ‘I'm not turning gay am |?" | think as | 
walk back to the others with food on a plate. | sit down and start to eat whilst the others are talking about 
something | couldn't care about, until | hear them say Ville's name. 


"He's really feminine isn't he?" Ryan says. 


"Maybe that's what gay boy meant by "and you aren't?"" Novak comments. 


"He's a good singer though," Johnny says. 


"Yeah, but didn't you hear what gay boy sang?" Novak asks and laughs, "But it sure would be prettier with 
you? like seriously what the fuck?!" 


"Shut up Novak," | growl and continue to eat. 
"Dude, what's wrong with you?" Ryan asks, "You normally love to pick on Jonne." 
"Its cause he's Ville's friend, and Bam wants to fuck Ville," Johnny says with a laugh. 


"Go to hell Knoxville," | growl once more, "Its not cause | want to fuck him, its cause he's new and is actually 


pretty rad." 


“Suurrrre~" Ryan, Novak and Johnny say sarcastically at the same time. 


| flip them off and walk out of the dinning hall to head up to my room so | can get changed before | go skating. 


On my way | pass a room where someone is speaking quickly and loudly. 


"| don't care Jonne! You can't just kiss me whenever you want tol." | overhear and frown when | hear Ville's 


Voice. 


‘Jonne kissed him? | think and continue to walk before | hit something. | see Burton up ahead and nod to him as 


| walk past. 

"Hey, Bam," he says hesitantly, "Hf you see Ville can you tell him to come to his room so we can start?" 
"Sure," | say and walk info my room. 

| quickly get changed and lift my phone, skateboard and beanie before leaving the room again | walk down the 


hallway and once again hear Ville shouting. | knock on the door as | walk and just say "Your room" as | hear the 


door open. | don't hear the reply as by that time I'm already out the door and down the street. 


What the hell? 


Sitting in my room along with Burton and the others, who | have just been properly introduced to, | ponder 
over what our band name could be. We come up with some ideas, but none seem to fit it perfectly. Just when 


| was about to give up something comes to me. 

"How about HIM?" | suggest, "It stands for His Infernal Majesty." 

"Sounds good," Burton says. 

Linde and Mige nod in agreement and | smile widely. Gas doesn't say anything as he said whatever we come up 
with works for him. | had already shown them some of the songs | have written so they look over it whilst | 
think about what happened earlier. ‘Damn Jome, had to fucking kiss me! | think and accidentally growl. They look 
at me in surprise and | mutter ‘sorry’ before walking to the kitchen humming a song. 

"Ville," Linde says, "Could you sing a line for us?" 

"Sure," | say and take a drink of water before singing a line from ‘Your Sweet Six Six Six: 

They clap when | finish and | blush. Burton puts his arm round my shoulder and gently tugs on my cheek. 
"Awww, Ville is blushing," he says before laughing, "You'll have Bam wrapped around your finger in no time." 
"W-WHAT?!" | practically shout at them, "I don't like Bam that way!" 

"Sure," Gas says sarcastically, with a grin, "And I'm fat" 

"Well it won't matter whether or not you like him," Linde points out, "Cause he likes you." 

"Yeah, as a friend," | point out. 

"No, as in a gay way," Burton says, "He is bisexual, he just doesn't admit it to most." 


"Then how do you know?" | ask. 


"Cause we were good friends with Jonne who went out with Bam for a while before Jonne started here," 


Burton replies and sighs, "Just wait and see Ville, just wait and see." 


| sigh in defeat and head back to my room. Everyone else, besides Burton leaves and | collapse onto my bed 
with a sigh. | hear Burton moving around before finally becoming quiet. My head goes under the pillow as | try 
to sleep, but sadly when it does come | wish it hadn't. My dreams are full of Bam, Jonne and music. The 
demons from my past and present never letting me sleep peacefully each night they arrive. 


| awake, breathing heavily and reach for my inhaler, taking a couple of puffs to stop my almost asthma attack 


| look at my phone and frown when it says 3am. 


‘Always 3am.. | think, ‘What happened at 3am?" | get up out of bed and head to the kitchen to get a glass of 
water whilst taking care to be quiet so | don't wake Burton. | sigh upon the water hitting my throat and lean 
my head back once glass is empty. The memory of my dream has almost gone, yet some remains. | frown and 
shake my head. ‘Best not dwell on it, | think and turn the glass upside down, before heading back to my room 
to try and sleep. | close my eyes and put in my headphones, shaking my iPod so it goes onto shuffle and smile 
as Black Sabbath fills my ears. Slowly | fall asleep once more. 


- lam- 


| roll over and hide my head under my arm as someone shouting wakes me up. | groan when it doesn't go away 


and stretch slightly, taking a deep breath. 
"SHUT THE FUCK UPI" | shout, my usual calm composure disappearing. 


‘Much better, | think as it becomes quiet, ‘although maybe | should try and become a morning person’ | snort 
at that thought and sit up, running a hand through my unrurly hair. | smell coffee and smile, before heading 
out of my room and into the kitchen, muttering ‘coffee’ repeatedly, as if to keep me on track. | make myself a 
cup and quickly drink it before making another cup to drink a little slower. It suddenly dawns on me that | am 
not the only one in the kitchen and | turn slightly to see Burton eating. He nods to me and | nod back, before 


looking at the clock. 120 am it teases me. | groan once more and drink my coffee. 
"Not a morning person then," Burton says once he's finished eating. 
"Definately," | murmur. 


"Well get used to it," he says and pats my shoulders, "You have 20 minutes to get ready for class by the 


way. 
| groan and place my cup into the sink before heading to the bathroom to shower. | get out in less than IO 
minutes and quickly dry myself off before getting dressed whilst my wet and curling hair hangs in my face 
the entire time. | sigh once I'm almost ready and look for my signature beanie that | wore at all my other 
schools when | couldn't be bothered to fix my hair properly. | put on the smallest bit of eyeliner and lift my 
bag before walking out of my room to where Burton stands with a keyboard under his arm. 

"Mind helping me?" he asks. 

"Not at all," | say and open the door for him. 


-10 minutes later- 


We sit in the classroom listening to the teacher ranting on about what should be done in the case of an 
emergency. | sigh and start to draw, really bored when | notice a slip of paper upon my desk. | open it 
carefully, trying not to get caught. | quickly read it and frown. ‘Fuck off Jonne, | think and scrunch up the piece 
of paper. The teacher tells us we can draw whatever we want, even if its not in the classroom, so | take this 
as my cue to leave the room and hide from Jonne so | can work in piece. 

| find a bench near where some people are doing different sports, and concentrate on the flowers surrounding 
me. | start to draw out a patch of them, when | feel the warmth of the sun disappear from back and see the 
shadow of someone standing behind me. 

"Whatcha doing Ville?" Bam asks. 

"Art project," | reply briefly, still drawing, "We were told to draw whatever we wanted." 


"That sounds awesome," he says and sits beside me, "So.. me and the guys are going out tonight and | was 


wondering if you wanted to come along? You can even bring Burton and his friends if you want." 


| pause, concentrating on my drawing before answering. "Sure," | say with a shrug, "I'll ask him later.. Hey, | 


have to draw a person for my art, can | draw you skateboarding?" 

"Eh? Sure," he says and stands up, "What do you want me to do?" 

"Just pretend to skate on the ramp," | reply, "It's easier for me to draw it properly." 

-End of school day- 

| sigh as | walk back to my room, glad | have no school tomorrow. Luckily | have escaped Jonne all day, even 
though it kinda seems like our conversation from yesterday made him think a bit more. Opening the door to 


my room, | walk in once | take off my beanie and throw myself onto the couch. | hear Burton cooking in the 


kitchen, and roll over onto my stomach to relax a bit more. 

"Ville?" Burton calls out. 

"Mmmm?" | say, not wanting to move. 

"Dinner will be ready soon," he tells me. 

"Mmmm." | say, then lift my head up a bit, "Bam invited us to go along with ‘em tonight” 
Burton's head appears in the doorway. "We'll go, but you best get changed into something rice." 


| groan and turn so I'm facing the back of the couch and close my eyes. ‘| need to sleep, | think and cover my 


eyes with my hand. Burton comes in and shakes me, not long after I've closed my eyes. | sit up and groggily 
follow him into the kitchen. | frown slightly upon seeing meat, but politely move it to the side and eat the rest 
of it. 

"| didn't know you're vegetarian,’ Burton comments, "If | had've | would've made you something else.” 

| shrug slightly and leave alot of the food untouched on my plate. Burton glares at me, as if telling me | HAVE 
to eat. | groan and continue to eat, more so because | don't want to lose a friend, than the fact that he's 
pissed off. We eat in silence and | ponder on what to wear. Burton finishes before | do and takes his plate to 
the sink to wash it. 

"I heard you up last night," he comments. 

"Yeah, well it happens sometimes," | reply, trying to keep calm. 

"Jonne heard you too," he says, tilting his head to see my reaction 

| groan and run a hand through my hair. "That boy needs to know I'm not interested,” | growl. 

Burton laughs and sets the plate onto the drainning board, before giving me a smile to say he was joking about 
the comment. | shake my head slightly and hand him my plate, to which he washes as | head back into my 
room and open my closet. ‘What to wear? | ponder and sift through my clothes, ‘Too revealing, too pink, too.. 


nothing, won't go with my beanie: | sigh and fall back onto my bed, running a hand through my hair. 


"Burton, can you help me decide what to wear?" | ask. 


"Yeah, | can make you look really pretty for Bam," he says jokingly as he walks into the room. 

"Haha," | say sarcastically. 

He looks through my wardrobe thoughtfully, before pulling out my ‘Your Pretty Face Is Going To Hell coat 
(polyvore.com/cgi/img-thing? out =jpg€size =l€tid =18641269) and then throwing out a pair of leather pants and 
my Rolling Stones ‘Lips vest top. He smiles and walks out of the room to get dressed himself. 

"Thanks Burton," | call out. 

"You're welcome Vil," he replies, "I'm just going to phone Lily and Mizee to see if they want to go along." 
-When everyone is with Bam- 

We walk into a bar and sit down. Everyone looks to us to see if we can order for them, since we are the 


oldest. | shake my head and tell Burton what | want since he is the one going to order. Ryan and Novak are 
sitting making dares with each other, whilst Bam is looking around like mad. 


"What's wrong Bam?" | ask. 

"Just looking for Jen," he replies. 

My smile falters slightly, but he doesn't notice. "Who's Jen?" 

"My girlfriend," he replies and pauses for a moment and gives me a smile, "Hey, Ville will you perform for us?" 
"In a while," | say and take my drink from Burton, "How can you guys get in here?" 

"A friend of ours owns this place," Bam says, after taking a drink from his brewski, "Bought it last year." 

| nod and also drink my brewski, watching everyone else loosen up. After a couple of drinks and a bit of 
pestering from Bam and his friends, the others and | agree to perform. We quickly set up and | notice a 
familiar face away from the group | came in with. My expression becomes serious but | shake my head to get 
rid of the thought, looking over again and think ‘my mind is playing tricks on me’ 

-Bam's POV- 

| smile and look at the others, feeling the alcohol dull my senses a bit. As the band start to play | see Jen and 
wave her over. She comes over and sits beside me, kissing my cheek as she does so. | smile at her, placing my 
arm upon her shoulder and nodding my head gently to the music. 

"Who is that playing?" she asks. 

"My new friend and his band," | reply giddily. 


"They're good," she says and looks at me, "You better not be cheating on my with her." 


| laugh at that comment and shake me head. "I wouldn't cheat on you with HIM," | say, putting a lot of 


emphasis on him, "I'm not gay." 
"Oh," she says and looks embarrassed, "Does he realise he looks like a girl?" 


| nod and look back at the stage to see Ville talking to the guys before starting a new song, one which I've 
heard before. His eyes catch mine just before he starts to sing. 


‘I'm coming out of my cage/ And I've been doing just fine/ Gotta gotta be down/ Because | want it all/ It 
started out with a kiss/ How did it end up like this?/ It was only a kiss/ It was only a kiss/ Now I'm falling 
asleep/ And she's calling a cab/ While he's having a smoke/ And she's taking a drag/ Now they're going to 
bed/ And my stomach is sick/ And it's all in my head/ But she's touching his chest now/ He takes off her 
dress now/ Let me go/ And | just can't look its killing me/ And taking control/ Jealousy, turning saints into the 
sea/ Swimming through sick lullabies/Choking on your alibis" 


He continues to sing and | frown, seeing the look of hurt in his eyes. ‘Why would he be hurt? | ask myself, 
‘Maybe he's been in a situation like that before... My head snaps up as | see Jimmy walking over to Ville, and | 
hear Jimmy say something like "Hey sweetheart what's your name?" | laugh out loud when | see his reaction 


to finding out Ville is actually a guy. Ryan and Novak look at me, then Jimmy and frown. 
"Don't tell me Jimmy is trying to hit on him too," Ryan whines. 
"Why Dunn?" | ask, "Jealous." 


"Not as much as you are right now," Novak teases. 
"What's that supposed to mean?" | ask, becoming annoyed. 


Novak points in the direction of Ville and | frown when | see Jonne walking over to him. 
-Ville's POV- 


| smile and laugh off Jimmy's mistake, telling him that it happens often. He smiles and hugs me before walking 
off. | turn around, going to head back to the group when | see Jonne walking towards me. He points to a free 
space near a wall and the stage and | nod, following him after inwardly growling. He leans up against the wall 
and | stand opposite him. 


"What do you want Jonne?" | ask. 
"Well besides the obvious," he says calmly, "I'd like to help you make Bam jealous.” 


"Why would | want to make him jealous?" | ask, becoming annoyed, "For starters | don't like him that way, and 
he doesn't like me either." 


Jonne smirks and shakes his head before quickly swapping places with me, so | am up against the wall with him 
pinning me to it. He kisses me, not softly, but roughly, causing me to blush and close my eyes as | can feel the 
want seething from him. He puts my arms up near my head, and widens my stance with his knee so he is able 
to stand between my legs and, unfortunately, rub against me. He pulls away and attacks my neck, finding my 
sensitive spot, and it takes all my strength to not moan at the contact. | bite my lip and try to get out of his 


grip. 

"D-Don't.." | stutter, becoming out of breath. 

"Don't what?" he asks, briefly removing his lips from my neck as he places light kisses on my jawline. 
"Don't do this," | reply, trying to breathe normally. 


"But you're so hard, and out of breath," he replies, smirking, "You obviously want it" 


"He said he didn't," | hear a familiar voice, even if the sentence was slightly slurred and feel Jonne release me. | 
open my eyes to see Ryan dragging Jonne out of the bar, whilst Bam shouts insults at him. | quickly take out 
my inhaler and take a puff, glad to be breathing normally again. Bam turns to me and smiles, causing me to 
weakly smile back. 

"| need a smoke," | mutter, searching my pockets for my cigarettes. 

"Willa," Bam slurrs, "You ok?" 

"Fine," | say briefly and take out a cigarette, heading towards the back entrance. 

He grabs my arm and turns me to face him. | look at him, unimpressed and pull my arm away. 

"Go back to your girlfriend Bam," | say harshly and open the door, "She'll be missing you by now." 


"Willa, where are you going?" he asks, and | can hear the hurt in his voice. 


"Just leave me alone Bam," | almost shout at him, "I didn't need your help and | don't want you to be nice to 


me just because l'm the new kid!" 


| storm out of the place, lighting my cigarette as | go, and head back home. | quickly send a text to Burton to 
tell him and hail a taxi. The journey in the taxi is quiet and slow, even though it isn't even | am yet. | groan as | 
realise how much of an asshole | was to Bam. 


"Vittu.." | mutter, "Vittu, vittu, vittu." 

The toxi pulls up outside the dorm and | pay the driver before stumbling up to my room. Luckily no one sees 
me, so | can't be told off for drinking whilst underage, or even be put into detention for coming in late. | open 
the door quickly and head over to the kitchen looking for a painkiller and a glass of water. ‘If | take it now it 
won't be as bad in the morning, | think as | turn off the tap. | quickly swallow the tablet and finish off the 
glass of water, just as my phone rings. | groan and take it out of my pocket, looking for the person's name. | 
frown as | see no name but answer it anyway. 

"Hello?" | say and take off my coat. 

"Hey, Willa," | hear Linde say. 

‘Lily? What's up?" 


"Nothing, except for the fact Bam just broke up with his girlfriend." 


"He what?" 


"Broke up with his girlfriend She was cheating on him with a friend of Jonne's." 
"Right.. Why did you phone me anyway?" 


"Just to tell you that Bam is on his over to yours, cause well.. Jen, his ex, kicked him out and everyone else 


has no space left in their rooms." 

"What did Burton say about this?" 

"IFs ok with him, just so long as it's ok with you." 

"F | wasn't drunk right now I'd come over and kick your ass Lily." 
‘haha, suuuure." 

"I think he's here, | hear someone knocking." 

"Good luck Willa” 


| hang up and sigh, taking off my beanie in the process. ‘It's going to be a long night. | think as | head to the 


door and open it. 


Heartache is knocking on his door 
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| walk to the door and open it, dreading what I'll see. What | end up seeing is surprising. Bam is standing there, 

bag in hand and tears running down his face. He sniffs and looks up at me, his eyes swollen and red. 

"W-Willa.." he mumbles. 

"Come in," | say and gently bring him in 

| lead him over to the couch and make him sit down before taking his bag and putting it into the spare room. | 
walk back out again and smile gently at him before heading to the kitchen to make a cup of coffee. | sigh once 
in the kitchen, and lean my head back, pondering on what to do. | hear him sobbing harder than before and | 


sigh. | leave the kitchen, heading to my room to change into something more comfortable. | walk back out again 


in a pair of sweats and scratch my stomach as if walking around in front of other guys shirtless is something 


| do often. 

| make two cups of coffee and walk back into the living room. | sit on the table in front of Bam and place a cup 
of coffee onto the table beside me, whilst taking a sip of the one in my hand. | don't speak, waiting for him to 
say something, especially since | don't want him to start crying heavier. He looks up at me, and | smile slightly, 
dropping it as quickly as it appears. 

"I'm sorry." he whispers. 

"For what?" | ask, "If anything | should be saying sorry, | didn't mean to shout at you." 


"D-Do you want me to leave?" he asks, averting his eyes To the floor. 


"You can stay," | say, drinking my coffee, "Burton says its OK and Lily explained you have no where else to 


live" 


He nods and looks up at me, his eyes silently thanking me. | smile and ruffle his hair before placing a kiss upon 


his head, like a parent would do with their child. 


"Time for bed Bammie," | say gently. 


He nods and | lead him to the room in which | placed his bag. He walks over to the bed and sits on it. 

"l'Il be in my room, just across from this if you need me," | tell him, "Sweet dreams Bammie." 

| walk out of the room and glance at the clock 245am it taunts and | inwardly groan, knowing no point in falling 
asleep before 3am unless | want to wake up not long after. | walk into my room, taking the other cup of coffee 
off the table with me, before sitting cross legged on the chair at my desk. | put my head phones in and take 
out my lyric book and sketch pad. Lyrics come easily to me, and | smile when | have a song written in IO 
minutes. ‘Heartache every moment’ | think, writing the name at the top. | close my book and start to draw in 
my sketch pad, when | notice my door opening. | turn my head slightly to see Bam, wrapped up in a blanket and 
looking like a child who has just been wakened from a nightmare. 

"Willa." he whispers, "I can't sleep alone, can | sleep in here with you?" 

| take out a headphone and quickly write something on a piece of paper before | turn back to him. 


"Of course Bammie," | say gently, "You make yourself comfortable and I'll be right back." 


| walk out of the room, paper in hand and stick it onto Burton's door. | smile at it before walking back to my 


room. Upon entering, | see Bam on the floor, which causes me to frown. 

"Bammie, what are you doing on the floor?" | ask, gently. 

"l-Im going to sleep," he replies, "D-Do you not want me to stay in here?" 

"Bammie, when | said make yourself comfortable," | begin, chuckling softly, "| meant on the bed, not the floor.” 


He flushes pink in embarrassment and quickly gets up. | pull back the covers on the bed and tuck him in once 
he gets under them. | gently kiss his head before going around to the other side of the bed and climbing in 


"Sweet dreams Bammie," | whisper. 
-The Next Morning- 


| roll over with a sigh, rubbing my eyes. Thankfully | have no headache, and | remember everything that 
happened last night. | sit up, looking over at the sleeping boy beside me. He breathes deeply, obviously in a deep 


sleep, then rolls over so his back is facing me. | hear movement elsewhere and take this as a good sign to get 


up. 


As | walk to the kitchen, my feet padding along the floor, | realise that there is more than one person here. | 


walk in, nod and mumble "morning" before pouring myself some coffee. 


"Have fun last night?" Lily taunts. 


| growl, causing everyone to laugh, and Burton to explain that | am not a morning person. | drink my coffee 
whilst listening to the others talk, updating me on what | missed when | left early. | hop up onto the counter 
and open the window beside me before taking out a cigarette and lighting it. 

| wrote a new song last night," | say absentmindedly, "I have no music for it right now though, just the lyrics." 
"Wait a minute," Mige says, "You where able to write a song with Bam here.’ 

| nod, and look confused. "Why?" 

"Cause he is never quiet except when he's sleeping," Gas replies. 


"He was like a five year old last night," | whisper. 


The conversation ceases when we hear footsteps, soon followed by Bam walking into the kitchen with a blanket 


wrapped around him. 
"Coffee?" | offer, before taking a drag. 


He nods sleepily, and plops himself down on a chair. | smile, finish my cigarette before pouring him a cup and 


place it on the table in front of him. He downs it in one, and blinks repeatedly as the caffeine slowly wakes him 
up. 


"Think you'll stay here permanently?" Burton asks. 
He nods and smiles. “Thank you," he says, "for letting me stay here." 


"You are welcome," Burton replies, "but one thing. If you bring anyone home, be quiet or you'll ruin Ville's 


beauty sleep." 

| glare at Burton, mumbling about nightmares, which causes him to laugh. 

"Good to see you Bam," Lily says, "We best be going. See you later for practice Vil” 

With that, my band members leave, taking the conversation with them. | wash out our cups and set them on 
the draining board. | close the window, throw the end of my cigarette in the bin, before heading to my room, 
leaving Bam in the kitchen. | lift some clean clothes and the hamper before walking to the bathroom. 


"Willa?" | hear Bam ask, "Are you leaving?" 


"No Bammie, I'm just going to get showered," | reply, smiling softly at him, "You can go after me if you want." 


"Thanks." he says and smiles back at me. 

| walk into the bathroom, locking the door behind me and turning on the shower before stripping. | place my 
dirty clothes into the hamper and then step into the shower. Shivering as the water hits me, | let out a sigh 
as | feel my muscles relax. | let the water wash away all memories of last night, before | start to wash my 
hair. | start to worry about Bam, but | shake it off. ‘No point in worrying right now, | think, ‘If you do itll end 
up badly. | quickly finish up and then climb out, wrapping a towel around my waist before putting one on my 
head. | dry off and get dressed, before unlocking the door and walking out of the bathroom, towel drying my 
hair as | walk. 

"Bam you can go in now," | say and walk to my room, draping the towel over my shoulders. 


"Ok," he says. 


| hear him move to the bathroom, and | lift a spare towel, plus his bag and leave them outside the bathroom. 


"Clean towel and your clothes are at the door," | call out, "I'l be in my room if you need me.” 

| hear a mumbled ok and | smile before walking back to my room. | plug in the hairdryer and dry off my hair 
as quickly as | can, which just happens to be the time that Bam comes out of the bathroom dressed in clean 
clothes. | smile at him as | run the brush through my hair. He walks over to my room and sits on the bed, 
watching me, his hair dripping wet. | turn to him and smile, to which he smiles back, rather sheepishly. 


"C-Can you dry my hair for me?" he stutters. 


‘Of course," | reply gently and get up off the seat | was sitting on so he can sit down, "Are you scared of 


me?" 
He silently moves to the seat | was sitting it, acting like a child who has just gotten in trouble. 
"Bammie, you don't have to be scared of me," | reassure him, "I will never hurt you. You know that right?" 


He nods and | smile, before turning on the hairdryer and start to dry his hair. Half way through my phone 


rings and | turn off the hairdryer before answering it. 

"Hello?" | say. 

"Hey, Ville, it's Jimmy," he says, "From last night" 

"Yeah, | remember you," | say, "Is there a reason why you called?" 

"Uhh... yeah," he says after a moment of silence, "We are looking for Barn-Bam." 


"Oh, well he's with me, has been all night," | say, smiling at Barn. 


"Have fun then?" Jimmy asks with a laugh. 

| growl into the phone. "What are you implying Jimmy?" 

"Nothing, nothing," he says, still laughing, "Well, tell him | said hi and the others will see him tomorrow." 
"Got it," | reply briefly and hang up. 


| place the phone back onto the desk, where it was originally, and sigh, running a hand through my hair. Bam 
turns around to look at me, slightly worried, 


‘lm sorry," he says. 
"For what?" | ask, completely confused. 
"For causing you so much trouble," he says and averts his gaze, "and for acting like a child." 


‘Its ok Bammie," | say and gently ruffle his hair, "Is actually fun, considering | will most probably never have 


children" 

"Why not?" he asks. 

"Cause l'm." | say, pausing to correct myself, "Cause | wouldn't be able to cope." 

"You coped just fine with me," he retorts. 

"But Bam, | know you aren't really 5 years old," | point out, "that's the difference." 

He pouts and | turn him back around to finish drying his hair before he starts to argue again. He closes his 
eyes and | smile, realising that he is relaxed when with me. As | finish drying his hair, | gently brush his hair 
one last time before patting his shoulder. | walk to my wardrobe and lift a beanie, placing it on my head before 
walking out of the room. He follows me out of the room, and | sit down on the couch with a thinking look on 
my face. 

"Bam, I'm going out now," | say, "Do you want to stay here or come along with me?" 

"Can | come with you?" he asks, "I don't want to go see any of my other friends today.. Not when l'm like this.” 


"I know Bam," | say, standing up and gently rubbing his cheek before | walk to the door. 


We walk down the hallway, towards the Headmaster's office. Bam looks at me, quite worried, but | just shake 


my head and walk past it to a room at the very end. As we come closer | hear music coming from the room, 


which is a sign l'm at the right room. | knock loudly. 

"IFs Ville, let me in," | say after | knock 

| hear the music being turned down, and footsteps. | smile reassuringly at Bam, just as the door opens. The 
person on the other side of the door opens it the full way, muttering come in before walking away from it. We 
walk in, and | close the door behind me. | motion for Bam to sit down whilst | go find the person who greeted 
us. 

"Where are you?" | ask 


"IIl be there in a minute," is the reply, which causes me to sigh. 


"You said to meet you after noon on Sunday," | retort, "This is after noon on Sunday. You should be ready by 


now. 


| hear a growl, and smile, knowing my taunting is successful. The person comes out walks over to me, shoving 


a finger against my chest. 

"Becareful what you say," they growl. 

"H-Hey! Don't do that to him!" Bam says, standing up and walking over. 

‘It's fine Bam," | say and brush the hand away, "Now, do you have what | asked for?" 
"Yup," they reply and walk off. 

"Who is that?" Bam whispers. 

"You mean you've never met her?" | ask, confused. 

"Her? This is an all boys school Willa," he replies. 


"| know Bammie," | say with a laugh, "But she is the headmaster's daughter and | have a feeling you have met 


her before." 

"Why?" he asks. 

"Cause l'm in most of your classes," she replies, "My real name is Emilie by the way." 
"Uhhh... hi?" Bam says, more as a question than a statement. 


"Here's what you ordered," she says and hands me a bag. 


"Thanks," | reply, "Could you do me a little favour?" 
"What is it?" she asks. 
"Do my make up for when! go see Turbonegro," | reply, "please." 


She nods and walks off, signalling we should leave. | smile at Bam and walk out of the room. ! hear Bam following 


me, and pause to wait for him to catch up. 

"How do you know her?" he asks. 

"We met in Finland, a couple of years ago," | reply. 
"Are you dating?" he asks. 


"Jealous Bammie?" | tease, turning my head slightly. 
"N-no.." he stutters. 


"No we aren't dating," | answer, "She's lesbian Oh and Bammie, you aren't her type anyway. 


He goes quiet and | chuckle softly, before taking his hand and pulling him into our room. He looks at me, slightly 
confused, but | gently place my hand upon his cheek. He blushes and | smirk, knowing I've found my answer. 


"Cute," | murmur before pulling away and heading back to my room. 

"Willa, are you hiding something from me?" he asks, causing me to bite back a laugh. 

‘lm hiding as much from you as you are from me," | reply, trying not to sound mean but failing. 
"l-Im sorry," he stutters. 

"Stop apologising, | say with a sigh, "Especially when there is no reason for you to be doing so." 
He nods, and | lift my stuff, placing it into my bag. 


"The only reason why l'm hiding stuff Bammie is cause | don't want to lose a friend," | explain, "It would make 


my heart ache if that where to happen" 


| lift my bag upon my shoulder and grab my pen from the desk before leaving my room. | nod to Bam before | 
leave for band practice. ‘Heartache has just knocked on my door, | think as | walk, ‘It has finally shown itself, 
after all this time of hiding: 


Secrets? What secrets? 


-Bam's POV- 

| sit doing some of my homework, completely bored. | wish Ville was here to keep me company but after our 
conversation from earlier | realise it would be just as bad. Sighing | throw my book at the wall, annoyed at the 
work and myself. ‘How | even stay at this school | will never know, | think, glancing at the clock, ‘| can't even 
spend half an hour on one bit of homework.. Maybe coffee will help: 

Getting up from my chair | walk into the kitchen, mind set on making coffee when | hear voices. Deciding to 
ignore them | press the button on the coffee maker, and lean against the work top whilst | wait. The voices 
come closer and the front door. | pop my head out the door to see Ville walking in with some guy, staggering 
slightly and laugh at something he said. 

"Hey," | say, "Coffee?" 


"Uhh... sure Bam," Ville replies, sounding as if he is sober before turning to the guy with him, "So Andy wasn't 
it?" 


"You can call me whatever you want," he replies seductively, "Just so long as it's screamed in pleasure.." 

Ville blushes furiously, and | do too as | didn't want to hear that. | shake my head, quite annoyed at myself. | 
hear laughter and sigh in annoyance before continuing with making the coffee. Suddenly | hear the door slam, 
and muttering in what | assume to be Finnish. | pour the two cups of coffee before walking out to see what 
happened. Ville sits breathing heavily, looking red in the face. Setting down the cups | look at him, quite worried. 
"What's wrong?" | ask. 

'In-Inhaler," he says and breathes heavily. 

| run to his room in search of said item, spotting it on his bedside table. Lifting it | walk back out and hand it 
to him, sitting on the table and lifting one of the cups. Taking a drink | wait for him to breathe normally before 
handing him the cup of coffee. 

"Thanks," he murmurs, taking a drink. 


"You're welcome," | reply, "Why did he leave?" 


"Cause realised | had no interest in him," Ville replies with a sigh, "And just so you know, this was not how | 


planned on coming out." 


| laugh and give him a smile. "So you're gay?" | ask, to which he nods, "Awesome." 


"Wait, | thought you and you're friends hated gays," Ville says, looking at me with a confused look 


"| don't mind em," | reply, "I-lve never hated them.. but I've been friends with everyone since | was younger so 


| can't really tell them the truth as they'll think I'm gay." 


He pauses for a moment before tilting his head. "Would that really be such a bad thing?" he asks, running a 
hand through his hair. 


‘lm not gay," | reply, "l'm." 
"Straight?" he asks, "Bisexual? In denial?" 


| look at him, then at the clock. "I'm away to bed," | say, getting up and walking back to the kitchen to place my 
cup in the sink 


"Don't think you've dodged a bullet Bammie," he says in a slightly teasing tone, "| know you aren't gay, but | 


also know you aren't straight either. Nor are you in denial." 


| sigh, walking out of the room and past him to head to my room, when he grabs my hand. Tugging it slightly, | 
fall over onto his knee, my face heating up from embarrassment. He smirks at me, before pushing a strand of 


my hair away. 

"Beautiful," he whispers, almost so quiet that it is a struggle for me to hear. 

"V-Ville?" | stutter, the blush still on my face. 

"Just proving a point Bary," he replies, before speaking softer, "Go to bed." 

"Can | sleep in your room?" | ask, "I. | don't want to be alone for the rest of Today..." 

If you get off now, yes," he replies. 

| get up and walk to my room to get changed, and | hear him sigh, before his cup hits the table. Looking down 
at myself as | change, | realise how my body is reacting to him. ‘Shit. | think and try to will it away. Once 
changed | walk out of the room, and over to Ville's, knocking on the door before | enter. | walk in, and 
immediately walk back out again, a blush appearing on my face as | realise he was shirtless. ‘Oh my God.. | 
think, ‘| have an attraction to Ville.. Fuck! | accidentally hit my head of the wall and swear loudly. 

"You ok?" he asks, opening the door, still shirtless. 


"Fine, fine." | mutter, rubbing my head. 


"Come here," he says, pulling me into his arms and his room, "l know you have a secret, and | would like you to 


tell me." 


"Why?" | ask. 
"Cause | told you mine," he replies, his voice muffled against my hair. 
"l." | begin before being interrupted by Burton entering the dorm. 


"Later," he says, "Get into the bed. 


When will you admit that you have a thing for me? 


-Ville's POV once again- 

| sigh as | walk out of my room, quite pissed off that Burton interrupted him. | smile slightly at him, nodding 
my head as | pass. He nods back and heads to his room, a girl by his side. | inwardly grimace and continue to 
the kitchen, intent on grabbing a glass of water before bed. As | hear noises from Burton's room | quickly run 
back to my own, not wanting to imagine what is going on in there. 

Entering my room, | look over at the bed to see Bam asleep, curled up in a ball. | smile slightly and carefully 
close the door before placing my glass onto my bedside table. Scratching my stomach, | pull back the covers 
on the bed and climb in. The moment | do, Bam moves closer to me, nuzzling his head into my chest. | place an 
arm around him and he nuzzles even closer. 

"Goodnight Bammie," | whisper, placing a kiss to his forehead. 

-A couple of hours later- 

| awaken a couple of hours later, glancing at the clock to see that it says 3 am. | whisper a curse and sit up, 
reaching for my glass of water, only to have Bam's arms slip lower down my waist. | drink my water, watching 
his sleeping figure as | do so, occasionally stroking his hair. He mumbles in his sleep, and | smile softly at this. 
He lets go and rolls over, not before muttering my name. | choke slightly on my water, causing him to stir. 
"Willa?" he says sleepily. 

"Go back to sleep Bammie," | reply, setting my glass back down again, "| just had a bad dream, thats all." 
"Willa." he says and turns to look at me, "Itll be ok" 

"I know it will Bammie," | say, moving to lie back down again, "It happens all the time." 

"Hmm." he says before nuzzling into my chest, "Wuv you Willa” 

"Love you too Bammie," | say with a chuckle. 


"I really do Willa," he says looking at me, "I mean it" 


| look at him and sigh, shaking my head slightly. "Go to sleep Bam," | say before turning over so my back is 


facing him. 


Just as | fall asleep | feel his body shake and | sigh deeply, knowing he is just in a sleepy state but at the 


same time hoping he isn't. 


-Next morning- 

| roll over and stretch, groaning as | do so. Sitting up | run a hand through my hair, then noticing that Bam 
isn't in the bed. | frown and get up, heading out to the kitchen, glass in hand. | hear talking in the kitchen and 
walk in, only thought on my mind being Bam and not my normal cup of coffee. | press the button on the kettle 
and tilt my head back, mind completely empty as to what | have to do today. 

"Ville dont you have an art project due today?" Burton asks, interrupting me from my thoughts. 

"Vittul" | exclaim, before pouring my cup of coffee, "I completely forgot about that." 

"Have something else on your mind?" he teases, "Like a certain someore.." 

"Eh? Willa likes someone?" Bam asks, looking at me. 

| sigh and take a drink. "| was busy that's all," | reply, glaring at Burton, "I just have a little bit left to do.” 

"You have 5 minutes," Bam states. 

"Vittu!" | shout, downing my coffee before heading to my room to get dressed. 

| appear less than 5 minutes later, dressed all in black with my Lips vest top and beanie, to see Bam getting 
slapped on the arm by Burton. | frown and walk in, looking between the two only to hear Bam mutter "sorry." | 
shake my head and walk back to my room, grabbing my sketch pad before leaving the dorm. 

In class my mind is elsewhere as | draw, but it is clear by what | am drawing what | am thinking about. | sit 
trying to perfect the eyes on the picture on front of me, trying to make them sparkle like they normally do, 
when | hear them talking as they walk over. They sit down beside me, his friends beside him, but | ignore them 
as | continue to draw. He watches me for a moment, almost as if he is ignoring his friends before hitting Ryan 
for going to do something. 

"That's really good Ville," Ryan says, looking past Bam, "I didn't know you where that good at art.” 

| shrug and close my sketch pad before packing up my stuff. They look at each other in confusion, just as | 
get up and walk off. | hear Bam telling them something before his footsteps are at the same time as mine. We 
walk beside each other in silence before he sighs and places a hand onto my shoulder. 

"Ville you ok?" he asks. 


‘lm fine, just tired," | partly lie, "I woke up again last night" 


He flushes when | say that, turning his head away. "So is what Burton said true?" 


| snort and look at him. "Why would | tell you that when you haven't told me your secret?" | tease. 

"l-I did," he stutters, still not looking at me. 

"Oh really? When?" | ask, curiosity getting the better of me. 

"Last night," he says, "After you woke up." 

| go silent, tapping my fingers against my thigh as we continue to walk. He looks at me, in slight fear but also 
hurt. | sigh and turn to head to the dinning room as | didn't get breakfast. He gives me a look that reminds me 
of a lost puppy, causing my To sigh once again 

"When will you tell me?" he whispers before we enter. 

"Tell you what?" | reply, just as quiet. 

"That you have a thing for me," he says, almost in a mocking tone. 

| raise an eyebrow but ignore the question altogether and walk into the room. He follows me, his stomach 
groaning at the sight of all the lovely food. | lift a small amount of food before sitting down at a table out of 
the view of everyone else, Bam sitting down opposite me. We eat in silence, and clear up in more silence, before 
heading to our room in even more silence. | can feel him glaring at me as | walk, almost as if wanting me to 
shout it out in front of everyone. Once in the confinements of our room his expression changes to that of an 
annoyed one. 

"Will you admit it?" he asks, his voice cracking slightly. 

"This could just be a bet," | reply, "So you can prove to your friends that | am gay." 

| wouldn't want to hurt you," he whispers, averting his gaze to the ground. 


"0h?" | say, raising an eyebrow and encasing him between myself and the wall, "And why is that Bammie?" 


"Cause | like.. no | love you Ville," he says, a blush appearing on his face as he squirms against the wall, "Can | 


go now?" 

| look thoughtful for a moment before gently patting his cheek and smiling at him. "Of course enkil." 
"What does that mean?" he asks. 

"It means angel," | reply, moving away from him, "Cause that is what you look like when you sleep." 


He grabs my hand just as | walk away, and tugs it so | turn to look at him. He presses his mouth to mine in a 


hungry kiss, causing me to blush and stare at him in shock. He pulls away and looks at the ground, 
embarrassed | assume. Placing a finger under his chin | tilt his head up to look at me. Blinking he looks at me, 
confusion crossing his features. | gently place a quick kiss onto his lips before pulling away and heading to the 
kitchen 

| hear him attempt to speak, but it just comes out as a mewl, causing me to chuckle. | make some coffee and 
then start to cook, Bam not reappearing as | do so. ‘Maybe | scared him, | think with a frown, only to have my 
thoughts interrupted my arms around my waist. 

Is that your admittance?" he whispers. 

"If you know the answer to that why are you asking?" | ask, removing his arms so | can continue cooking. 


"Cause | want you to tell me," he says a smirk on his lips. 


"Enkil," | say in a warning tone, a slight growl coming from my mouth, "Don't test my temper or you won't get 


any food" 

"Sorry," he mumbles. 

"Good boy," | say with a smirk, "here's your present." 

Placing a kiss onto his cheek, we both blush, just as the door opens. Bam jumps back and mutters about going 
skating before leaving the room, whilst | continue to cook Burton walks over, a confused look on his face, but 
then smiles slyly. 

"Interrupting something?" he asks. 


"Shut up," | reply, "dinner will be ready in twenty." 


He nods and leaves the room, causing me to sigh. ‘When will | admit that | have feelings for Bam, | think before 
shaking my head and continuing to cook 


Razorblade Kisses Are To Be Expected 


| sigh, erasing a mistake in my drawing, then roll up my sleeves. Holding them out in front of me | notice how 
they are back to normal once again | lean forward, head hitting my arms and let out a breath. Goosebumps 


appear where my breath touches, causing me to remember how the slightest touch of Bam's would cause 


them. 

Heading to the kitchen, | ignore the voices in my head telling my to do the unthinkable yet again. | smile at 
Burton and Lily who are mid conversation, before hopping up onto the work top and opening the window. Lighting 
a cigarette | let out a shaky breath before taking a drag. 

"You OK Ville?" Lily asks. 

"Tired," | reply, blowing out the smoke, "But | have to get this art done before bed." 


"Bam hasn't come back yet has he?" Burton asks. 


| shake my head in response and take another drag, just as my phone rings. Taking it out of my pocket, | smile 


softly at the caller ID. | hit answer and hold it up to my ear. 

"Hello enkil," | say in a teasing tone, "Miss me already?" 

"You wish," he replies with a laugh, "Wanna go out in an hour?" 

"We'll see," | reply in a thoughtful tone, "lm too tired right now, how about we stay in?" 

"Hmmm." he replies and | hear his friends in the background, "Sure, I'll get a film." 

"Ok erkil," | reply with a smile, "I'll see you in a while.” 

| hang up and take a drag, smiling slightly to myself. Burton and Lily look at each other before me, a confused 
look on their faces. | smirk at them and press the button on the kettle before walking out of the room, 
cigarette still in my mouth. Burton makes a sound in disagreement, causing me to smirk even more before 
heading to my room to lift my earphones. Walking back into the kitchen | put them in before pouring a cup of 
coffee. 

"Who was on the phone?" Lily asks. 


"Bam, that's all," | reply, lifting the cup up to my lips. 


"And you now call him angel?" he asks, "What have | missed in the past 24 hours?" 


"Nothing of your concern," | reply with a smirk and walk out of the room just as the door opens. 

Bam appears on Ryan's back with a grin. Hopping off he walks over to me with a grin, bag full of DVDs in his 
hand. He gives me a hug and swings me around with a laugh, before letting me go and dragging Ryan over. Lily 
and Burton walk back in again, confused as to where all the noise is coming from. 

"Hey Bam," | say hesitantly. 

"Hey Willal" he replies excitedly, "Dunn wanted to see your artwork." 

| chuckle, in slight nervousness, before nodding reluctantly. | lead them into my room, drinking my coffee as | 
go. Bam bounces on his feet as he follows me, whilst Ryan trudges along behind him. | mutter ‘it isn’t finished 
yet; as | hand them my sketch pad, before going to sit on my bed. | drink my coffee, running my finger around 
the rim in between drinks. They begin to look through it, whilst | sigh and avert my gaze from them, rather 
annoyed at Bam. ‘| thought he wanted to watch a movie with me, | think, with a slight frown, just as Bam 
turns around. 

"What's wrong Willa?" he asks, his voice filled with worry. 

"Just tired that's all," | reply. 

"Well I'll get out of your hair then," Ryan says, "See you tomorrow." 

Ryan leaves and | sigh, setting my empty cup down on the table. Bam sits beside me on the bed, looking at me 
with worry once again. | place my head onto his shoulder, and take his hand in mine. He gently squeezes my 
hand and | smile, bringing it up to my lips. | place a kiss on his hand, causing him to blush and kiss my head. 
"Tired," | mumble, "Can't do any more art." 


He chuckles and smiles at me. "Well let's go to sleep then," he says, "I'll tuck you in too." 


| smile at him, lifting my head from his shoulder. "Ok Bammie," | reply, placing a kiss onto his cheek before 
kicking off my shoes. 


| climb into the bed, and he tucks me in, just as he said he would, before climbing into the bed beside me. He 


pulls me close, before kissing my head once again. Murmuring ‘love you,' we fall asleep within moments. 
-3 am- 


| wake up panting and in a cold sweat. Sitting up slightly | run a hand through my hair before climbing out of 
bed and heading to the kitchen | quickly pour a glass of water and down it in one, before pouring another. Just 
as I'm about to take a drink of the second glass, | notice something glistening to my right and walk over to it, 
carefully picking it up. | gaze at the knife, curious as to why it is sitting out when one of the voices from my 


nightmares screams, ‘Do it! Take it to your skin! Jumping back slightly, the knife clatters to the floor and | 
mentally curse. Picking it up, | hold it almost as if it is poisonous before giving in to the voices and letting it 
prick my skin. The moment | have one mark on my lower arm, | quickly wash the knife and place it into the 


sink, regretting it immediately. 


| run to the bathroom, locking the door behind me before reaching up for the first said box. Tears fill my 
eyes, as | get out a disinfectant wipe, trying my best not to cry. Wiping my arm and placing a plaster on it, | 
lower myself to the ground and sit shaking for a moment. Finally the tears flow over and | wipe them away 
quickly. | hear movement outside the door and someone calling my name, but all | do is sob harder. | assume he 


has heard me as he walks over to the bathroom door and quietly taps it. 

"W-What?" | ask, bringing my knees up to my chest. 

"Willa. Are you OK?" Bam replies, his voice filled with worry, "Normally you would be back in bed by now.." 

‘Im just fixing a paper cut," | lie, "I'll be out soon 

He walks away, causing me to sigh and stand up. Splashing some water onto my face | look at my reflection in 
the mirror. ‘| will not become what | once was,’ | think, ‘I will not go down the road where razorblade kisses are 


to be expected: 


Unlocking the door, | quickly walk back to me room, covering my arm as | go. Once in my room | climb into the 
bed, and lie with my back facing Bam, not wanting to worry him. 


The truth must be told 
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| awake the next day and look at the clock, sitting upright when it says 12pm. | run a hand through my hair and 
look at the empty space beside me, noticing a letter. ‘| couldn't waken you, and you felt rather warm so | let 
you sleep on and told your teachers that you are sick. Hope you slept well, Bam’ it reads, causing me to 
chuckle. Getting out of the bed | walk to the kitchen and make some coffee and a slice of toast before heading 
to the shower as some more coffee is being made. 

Once showered, dressed and have dried my hair | lift my sketch pad and my cigarettes before heading to the 
kitchen again. As | pour another cup of coffee | set down my sketch pad, before pulling a chair over and 
opening the window. | light a cigarette, taking a drag before keeping it in my mouth whilst | continue to draw. 
Occasionally | would pause to take a drink or a drag, but | mainly stay focused on my task. 4 cigarettes and a 
couple of hours later the door opens,causing me to make a noise to signal lim in the kitchen. They walk in and 


wrap their arms around me, leaning their head on my shoulder. 

"Sleep well Willa?" he asks. 

"Once | got back to sleep again | did," | reply, turning to face him, "Thank you." 

"F-For letting you sleep?" he says, running a hand through his hair nervously, "It was no trouble." 

| smile at him as he begins to blush, turning around to look at him. | place my hands upon his before leaning up 
to give him a kiss. He leans down, as he is too far away, and | gently press my lips to his. He kisses me back, a 
moan escaping his lips, causing me to smirk against his lips. 

"How was your day?" | ask once I've pulled away. 


"Same as it was everyday," he replies, "but not as fun without you.” 


| chuckle and bring one of his hands to my lips, kissing the fingertips. "Well let me make it more fun for you," | 
say flirtatiously, before pulling him into my lap. 


"Willa, you know | love you right?" Bam says, to which | nod, "Well, can we make this official?" 
‘Of course enkil," | reply, "ld love to, but what about your friends?" 


| think Dunn knows already," he admits, "And the others have been saying it jokingly.” 


"Aww, poor baby," | say teasingly before kissing him gently. 

He kisses back, his arms going around my neck whilst my own go around his waist. Pulling him closer, | deepen 
the kiss, a moan escaping from both of our lips. He pulls away and attacks my neck, nipping and biting it as if 

his life depended on it. | moan and tilt my head to the side, exposing more of my neck, when | rub my arm off 
his belt and wince. Pulling away he looks at me in worry. 


"Did | hurt you?" he asks. 


"No, | think | reopened my cut though," | reply, removing my arms from his waist, "Bammie can you get off 
now? | need to check it." 


A smirk plays at his lips, but he gets up nonetheless. | walk over to the sink, unbuttoning the cuff of my shirt 
whilst he leans his head on my shoulder. 


| don't think | can get off without you," he whispers, placing a kiss on my neck. 

"Haha," | say in an unimpressed tone, before rolling up my sleeve to see that | did reopen the wound, "Vittu!" 
"Jesus Willa, | thought it was just a papercut," he comments, turning on the tap and soaking a sponge. 

"Long story," | mutter, before wincing as he begins to wipe it, "Bammie stop, it hurts." 

"It ll be OK Willa," he reassures me, "lm almost done." 


| wince once again, and he places a plaster on it. He then kisses my cheek and rolls my sleeve back down. | smile 


softly at him, and he takes my hands, running his thumb over my knuckles. 
"Want to tell me what happened?" he asks. 


I'd rather not," | admit, "But I'd also rather you knew. | cut it on a knife. | don't really know what | was thinking 
at the time, but | didn't want to tell you as | thought you'd leave." 


"Willa, | wouldn't leave," he says, "Not because of that. I'll help you through it, if you help me through telling 


my friends." 


‘Of course," | whisper, encasing him in a hug, "I tried running from my past, but | think that was the worst 


thing to do." 
He laughs and hugs me back. "If you hadn't you wouldn't have met me," he points out. 


"Good point," | agree, "Now let's put a film on before Burton comes back." 


"We can cuddle though," he says, pulling away but keeping a hold of one of my hands. 
| nod and smile, before placing my lips on his. "I love you Bammie," | say, "and | couldn't be any happier." 
"| love you too Willa," he replies, "and | know the feeling, it's how | feel whenever I'm around you." 


| blush, and place a kiss on his cheek before going to get the bag of DVDs he brought with him last night. ‘| 


couldn't have wished for more, | think as | walk back out to see him making popcorn and getting us drinks. 


